622                  LETTERS OF T. E. LAWRENCE

There are no women free in Waziristan to explore: so that
point does not yet arise. 1930 before I come home, 1935 (if I
am lucky) before I get thrown out of the R.A.F. .. . and then I
have a promise of a job, as night-watchman in a City Bank. So
life is all mapped out safely, for long enough ahead.

It is good to feel a little safe. Often I get sorry over all the
chances of money I have thrown away. One does need money,
to the bread & butter point, to keep one's behaviour decent.

The Mint mustn't be published till after 1950 . . . when it will
be so stale that nobody will much want to publish it. The new
point of view, to which you (surprisingly ... for I did not know
there was one) allude, will be old, by then.

More & more thanks. You have given me vast & unalloyed
pleasure.                                                                          T.E.S.

365:   TO E. M. FORSTER
28/8/28                                                                             \MiranskaK\
Dear E.M.F., I am happy in another wonderful letter from you
about The Mint. I suppose mothers & fathers make secret fools
of themselves, over their children, in the way I do over my books.
I can see what ungainly, silly things they are: yet I can't help
feeling happy & warm, in the hollow place between my ribs &
my navel, whenever somebody, even a futile somebody, speaks
well of them. And when you, who are one of the shining ones of
the English language, say nice things . .. well, you can't imagine
how the worm then tries to uplift itself! I am not impugning
your imagination, in that remark, but your worminess. Never
having been a worm, you can't really know a worm's feelings.
Pickard Cambridge, an Oxford philosopher, rushed out to his
villa's lawn, in a great thunderstorm, & dug up clod after clod
of it, clumsily, with a spade: 'to relieve the worms oppressed by
their covering of grass', as he told his wife, who was trying to
drag him in, out of the wet.
Of course The Seven Pillars is bigger than The Mint. I let
myself go in The S.P. and gave away all the entrails I had in
me. It was an orgy of exhibitionism. Never again. Yet for its